That moſt Incomparable Writer, 


W ho Deceaſed Augyft the 15* M. DC. L X I. 


Oom for a Saint , ſet open Heavens Gate, 


Here comes the Autor of the Holy State. 
| Seewith what Train and Troops he now aſcends - 
Of Bleſt acquaintance , and Celeſtial Friends! 


Bleſt Ones, he comes to make your number more, 


His Life did much , his Death improves your ſtore; . 


; Such modeſt merit crowds not for a ſeat, 
Bliſs covets to be FULLER and complear. 
' A Cherubs wing hath ſoar'd him to this Hight , 


Broke off its Adamantine bonds of Sleep, 
The Duſty Marbles could their gueſts not keep : 


Had rouz'd oxr World again, and Truth appears 
Like Stoln Goods , by jarring of the years. 
Prodigious Luxury of Cruel Death 


 Tofſtifle Thouſands through His loſs of Breath ! 


W ho ſhal redeem our WORTHIES from the grave 
When he isgone who them alone could NEE | 
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And Heaven is nowin ſtead of Piſgab Sight : 
His Holy War but now is finiſhed , 
When the reward of Glory crowns his Head. 
Each Tra (like Facob's Ladder) ſtill did riſe, 
DireRed Souls, and fixt them in the Skies : 
There are his Books tranſcribed and compriz'd 
Within the Book of Life Epitomiz'd : 
- And if th' Herculean Labours found a place 
_ Aſſignd-in Heaven by the Gods, then Grace 
So well employ'd and exerciſed here 
Will ſhine far brighter in its Glories ſphere. 
The kinder Parce yet forbore the Thred 
Of that 7 noincible ; till Vice was dead , 
And he had quelld the Monſters , and ſuppreſt 
Allgrowingllls , and ſet the World at reſt : 
But this our Hercules was ſnatcht from hence 


Tth' middle of his * Work, while in defence SEE 
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Of ſqualid Vertue through Injurious Age 
Gainſt monſtrous Antiques he a War did wage ; 


ſaid Book, 
. Death odious for ſome great and good mans fake 


"Bur here how truly fad it fits our Turn 
Where Fate is multiplyd in FULLER's Urn. 


* Take then the Triumphs of his Noble Pen 


 Totell the World the Learned are but Men; 


And that the reſcue of their worth from Time 
Death.in his Fatehath made acap'al crime. 
Bur know Illuſtrious Soul that we do ſee 


Thoſe higher Reaſons which tranſported thee 
From the black Art of Dark Antiquity 


To th' Speculation of Eternity : 
Let the Beatitudes there fill thy Mind 


While wer content with what thou leay ſt behind ; 


And if forgetful be, or ſparing Fame , 


Thy ART of MEMORY ſhall preſerve thy Name. 


Sic maret James HEATH. 
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